Thank You Very Much. oxen. * 


While out for a stroll, which I take most days — why is it a little exercise clears so much 
mental baggage from dark places of the mind — I found a cell phone lying on the 
sidewalk near a middle school along my route. From the dings and nicks evident from 
rough handling, it obviously belonged to a student attending there. This was when cell 
phones cost several hundreds of dollars to buy and own, so some kid was in a lot of 
trouble by an irate parent for losing this electronic tether; the lost phone was locked and 
had no name or owner identification on it. Consequently, I placed the thing in my 
pocket to muse about how to return it and continued walking. Once home, I laid it on 
the kitchen counter pending an idea about how to settle the matter. The next day, I laid it 
on a rock wall by an entrance to a gated community where I assumed the student might 
live; it lay there unclaimed for two days. So, I retrieved it and returned home. 
Recalling that trees lined the sidewalk where I found it, the idea to hang the item on an 
overhanging tree branch in hopes the owner would notice and reclaim his or her 
property seemed a good one. So, I secured the phone using packaging tape to a length 
of strong twine, and later that day hung it at eye level on a sturdy tree branch at a 
‘cannot miss, in your face’ spot central to the school, and gated neighborhood adjacent 
to it; then forgot about the matter. A few days later while walking in that area, as I 
approached the tree, from a distance it appeared the phone remained hanging where I 
tied it. Hmmm, the best laid ideas of mice and kids; however, the object moved about 
oddly on a gentle breeze blowing that day. On closer inspection, the phone was gone 
and attached instead was a paper note with the following message written in a child’s 
penmanship: “Thank You Very Much ©.” I will never know the owner nor will s/he 
ever know me; but we, as strangers, touched each other in a meaningful way because of 
a lost and found object. We all do that, which is how life in its mysteriousness works. 
Did you know that gratitude is the best gift? It is free, feels good, never hurts anybody 
— and always feeds the heart & soul. So much in a message from a child in the simple, 
yet priceless words of “Thank You Very Much ©.” 
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